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EF 


BEVY or BEAUTIES. 
(No. I.) | 


DUTCHESS or DEVONSHIRE. 


HAT form how reſiſtleſs, thoſe features how fair, 
Each look is a whiſper the heart ſprings to hear | 


And fond to interpret. too roguiſhly given, 
Conceives a ſoft meaning that lifts it to Heaven 
And yet thoſe dear features, I'd readily fwear, : 


The meaning which innocence gives, only wear. 


— moe — Zn rc, ey gs "a - — 


0 bow ye transgreſſors, in penitence bend; 
Againſt ſuch perfection, what ſin to offend ! 
Yet ſee—in the brightneſs which darts from her eyes, 
With Beauty's mild luſtre her clemency flies ! 
That ſmile juſt diſplay d, to the ſoul has expreſt 
The tranquil compoſure that reigns in her breaſt, | 
A May 
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May thoſe eyes, and that boſom, for ever, bleſt ran, 
Be * by ſorrow, unruffled by care | 
Or if a tear ſtart, or a ſigh gently move, 

May the tear be of rapture, the ſigh be of love 
May your moments all fly on the wings of delight, 

And Pleaſure's wide regions be ſtill in your ſight ; 

And while you are tempted to ramble the ground, 

Let the muſic of gladneſs ſtill echo around! 


(No. II.) 


DUTCHESS or RUTLAND. 
SCENE, the Vicinity of BERL VOII CASTLE. 


IR s T in theſe ſhades, remember'd with delight, 
The gentle RurraN p ſtruck my dazzled fight ! 
As on ſhe came her eyes diffus d a-far 
The peerleſs luſtre of the morning ſtar ! 
Upon her beauteous cheek a bluſh was ſpread, 
Superior to the lovlieſt day- break red; 
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Her waving locks were twin'd with flow'ry braid ; 

Her veſt was with the bloom of Spring array'd ; 

And to the breeze, that veſt diſplay d the form 

Of limbs, which mult to love an Hermit warm |— 

Her panting boſom—to the wind unbrac'd, 

Shew'd more of Heav'n than Zealot ever trac'd ! 

An air ſupreme in ev'ry ſtep was ſeen |[— 

The nymphs and ſhepherds hail'd their RuzaL Quzex : 
And as the graceful Beaury paſs'd along, 

The village MiNsTREL greeted her in ſong ; 


At intervals, a choral ſtrain aroſe, 


And RuTLanD's name was heard in ev'ry cloſe ! 


(No. III.) 
Lavy LAURA WALDEGRAVE. 


H for the ſoul of PRxTRARch, on the hour 


He firſt receiv'd the force of beauty's power! 


* PETRARCH ſaw LAuRa for the firſt time, at the church of St. Claire, in Avig- 
non, on Monday the 6th of April, 1327. 


B | When 


— 
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When thro" the aile he ſaw his Laura move, 


And ſweet Devotion, dropp'd her wings to Love; 


While in the extacy of tender woe, 

The Poet bade that ſoul in numbers flow. 

O] for that ſoul !--Cou'd'tt thou awaken, bard | 
This ſecond Laura, cou'd thine eyes regard, 
Anew of beauty's force thou'd'ſt ſurely ſing, 
Anew thy harp to Love's complainings, ſtring | 
| —Behold with eafy air, with look ſerene, 
With dignity, which lightens all the ſcene, 
The life---the ſoul of elegance, advance 

Along the mazes of the ſprightly dance | 
With the ſame grace ſhe moves upon the ſight, 
As fails a Spirit o'er the tracts of Light : 

80, may ſhe ever move thro” life's career; 


And ſtill the praiſe of circles crown the rain! 


No, IV, 
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(No. IV.) 


COUNTESS or CARLISLE. 


On her Departure for IRELAND, 


OON, Batrain, to thy boaſtful ſeats 
The ſweet CaRLIsLE ſhall bid adieu; 
And thoſe bright hills, and green retreats, 


By waves be ſever d from her view. 


But ere ſhe leaves thy rocky ſhore, 

Let duteous Zeal his tribute bring : 
For her, he ſtills the billowy roar, 

And trims the Zephyr's lighteſt wing. 


And thou, HiszRNA, to thy arms, 
With love, a ſiſter's joy receive ; 
Oh! guard her well, whoſe worth, whoſe charms, 


Deſerve each bleſſing, thou can'ſt give. 
B a 


11 


Still 


142 THE BEVY OF BEAUTIES, 
Still let thy hills, thy vallies green, 
Before her ſteps their treaſure ſpread ; 


Her wit will cheer the rural ſcene, 


Her ſong enliven every ſhade, 


And when propitious gales ſhall bear 
The Bzavry to theſe ſhores again; 
The Quzxn of IsLESs her head ſhall rear, 
And breathe her thanks acroſs the main |! 


(No. V.) 


MISS HARLAN D. 


ARK — thro' the airy region ſweetly floats 
A bleſt afſemblage of celeſtial notes | 
Where to the happieſt taſte, a voice is giv'n 
To wing the ſoul, and bear it up to Heay'n ! 
— How ſweet that cadence ſtole upon the ear, 


© In ſtrains, might charm an Angel from his ſphere !” 


— 
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hat melting cloſe, to rapt attention fell, 
Soft as a dying ſound in Ecno's cell! 


O whilſt I dwell, dear SYzzn, on thy ſong, | 
To Falxx woRLDs my raviſh'd ſpirits throng ; 
On beds of roſes there entranc'd I reſt, 

In dreams of ecſtacy ſupremely bleſt ! 
Where, to the eye ariſe my muſic-ſpell, 
The ſcenes, of which Arabian fablers tell. 
Enchanted regions, proſpects ever bright,— 
And HaRLAND as a Geni cloth'd in Light / 
— O voice divine! that air again repeat, 
And till enchant me in the bleſt deceit !— 


(No. VI.) 


LADY BEAUCHAM P. 


H Y to deſcribe a lovely ſhape, or face, 
Range through extended Nature's boundleſs ſpace ! 
Why ſteal the colours of the ruddy morn, 
A beauteous cheek with bluſhes to adorn ? 
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Or ſnatch a glowing jewel from the ſky, 


Merely to ſhew the luſtre of an aye ?.... 

On ſuch embelliſhments, why vainly dwell 

The elegance of BEAUenaur's form to tell ?— 
—— O, what ſuperior ſymbol ſhall we find, 

To picture forth the graces of her mind | 

—Hie to the humble cot, the dreary ſhed, 

Where x1s'z from the world conceals her head, 
Where yovERTY and $0RRow, ſadly bear 

The rigour of their fate, the winter of the year; 
And aſk the tenants of the lowly dome, 

What gueſt ſeeks out their ſolitary home! 

—— The pauſe of gratitude,—the ſudden break,— 
The look that bleſſes, ere the tongue can ſpeak, 
With the ſoft tear, that BEING ſhall proclaim, 


Tho' lab'ring paſſion ſtifles BAuchaur's name! 


No, VII, 
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(No. VII.) 
Couvxrxss or GLANDO RE. 


45 


WEE T GrAxponx approaches — And ſee from her eyes, 


With the luſtre of beauty, the ray of thought flies: 


For ſurely thoſe eyes with perſuaſion impart, 

In the language of love, an appeal to the heart. 
Around at the ſummons, the cherub Des1re, 
His roſy wing flutters,—rekindles his fire, 

And hovering round the dear nymph, ill at reſt, 
Preſumptiouſly ſeeks to repoſe in her breaſt ; 
Preſumptiouſly dares in his tranſports to rove 


That region of joy, that retirement of loye ! 


O thou, in whom Nature's perfections are join'd, 


A figure enchanting, an elegant mind ! 

In whom ev'ry winning attraction is found, 

Whoſe voice to the ſoul, is a zephyr of found 
Forgive each alluſion, by rapture expreſs'd, 

Nor the feelings migjudge which ariſe in the breaſt : 
For ſince, by each virtue adorn'd, you appear, 
"Tis the Charter of Nature to love, and revere | 


No. VIII. 
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(No. VIII.) 


Hoxnorapce MISS THYNNE. 
O lovely TayNNz, in Nature's luſtte dreſt, 
© Whoſe charms upon the ſoul reſiſtleſs ſteal, 


Love, turning, —ſtrikes his naked, honeſt breaſt, 
And bids her claim a trial of his zeal, 


In ſultry Tra#s, where to the noon-tide ray 
Each bloſſom droops, each thirſty herblet dies ; 
Where burning ſands refra& the fiery day, 
And the thin air ſtill parches as it flies: 


Ev'n there, -regardful of his vows, ſhall Lovx, 

A ſhelter rear, to ſcreen her from the heat ; 
Yea,—ſeck the cooling brook, and diſtant grove, 
And bear refreſhment to the lorn retreat. 


Remov'd far thence to bleak $iber/a's clime, 
Contented paſs the tedious, wintry year ; 
And track, well pleas'd, the frozen ſteps of Time, 


While ſhe, the Gem of innocence, 18 near, 
When 
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When duſky ſhades add horror to the ſcene, 


He'll ſooch, with gentleſt note, her cares to ſleep ; 


Then wander forth, "midſt tempeſts bleak and keen, 


And lend the brow of night, an eye to weep | 


No. IX. | 


COUNTESS or SALISBURY, 


N vain ſhall Reynolds boalted art, 
Attempt the language of „%% eyes; 
That glance the feelings of a heart, 


' Whoſe virtue, with their luſtre vies : 


How can the lifeleſs pictur'd ſcene, 
That animated ſmile diſplay? 
Or art, thoſe lovely paſſions trace, 
That like the vary'd lightning play ? 
A voice, the muſie of the prove | 
Melodious as the ſhepherd's ſong, 
Who charm'd the ſavage heart to love ; 


On whom enraptur'd mortals hung ! 


17 


C A form, 


i8 TRE BEVY OF BEAUTIES. 
A form, by Natviz ſuts deſign'd, 

An emblem of its faultleſs ſoul | 
Where grace; and elegance refin'd, 

Conſpire to dignify the whole. 
Shall not the fair Mar1a ſhine, 

Conſpicuous in the the ſhield of Fame ? 
Herald! the taſk I now reſign : 

With Hill—go blasen Cxciis's name | 


"RN Mx 


(No. X.) 


Layy AUGUSTA CAMPBELL. 
HE fabling Arab, certain to decoy, 
With Beauty's charms his half-belieyers brib'd, 
Plac'd Woman in his Paradiſe of joy, | 
And endleſs bleſſings to her pow x aſerib'd! 


. 
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AO, Mahomet / if in thy bow'rs of Love, 

A nymph reſides, in CamysLL's ſmiles array'd ; 
Beſtow the pinions of thy ſacred Dove, 

And bear me to the dear bewitching maid | 


With her, thy roſy paths I'll chearful roam, 

Thy vales, which wear the fadeleſs veſt of Spring; 
Where ev'ry fragrant ſhrub, and ſpicy bloom, 

Their ſweets united, to the ſenſes wing! 


«Amidſt the melody of ſounds moſt choice, 
Breath'd in the Zephyrs of thy balmy plain, 
No muſic ſhall be heard but her dear voice, 


No echo charm, but that which mocks her ſtrain, 


O Prophet | in thy manſions of delight, 
If dwells the Image of the, lovely rain, 
Give the celeſtial Bz1nG to our; ſight, 
And myriads to thy, Altar ſhall repair 


* The inſpired Dove, which, according to Mahomet, dictated the Alcoran ; and, 
to repeat the expreſſions of the Prophet, ** flew to heaven, and returned with a ſwift- 
*« neſs which overtook the ſpeed of lightning, whenever he wanted inſtruction from 
* God!” : 


C 2 Away 
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Away thou Cheat! to thoſe whom dreams abſorb, 
Thy Paradiſe, =thy blooming nymphs be giv'n: 
The ſmile on CaupBELT's lip in this /ow Ors, 


Exalts the ſoul above thy higheſt Heav'N ! 


ip Xl.) 


Mx s. D. 


H, ſay ye mountain 1 1 ye lage maids, 


Where hides the lovely Tenant of theſe ſhades ! 
o name the ſpot I'll rove yon up-land head, 
Or to the vals, to ſeek the BeavurTy tread.— 

| —At noon, this grove with haſty ſtep ſhe croſt, 

And in a moment to my fight was loſt! 

Her eyes are brilliant as the morning ray, 
Yet beam the mildneſs of the moon by day | 
Her ſmiling lip, where radiant damaſk glows, 
Wears with the hue—the ſweetneſs of the roſe ; 
Her bluſhing cheek diſplays a modeſt red 
Celeſtial treſſes o'er her ſhoulders ſpread j— 


And 
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And ev'ry pearl that thoſe dear locks adorn, 

- Shews like a dew-drop in the beams of morn : 

Her heaving boſom pictures to the ſight 

The Bow'r, where dwells the Angel of Delight ! 
Her ſhape, her air, her limbs of charming mold, 
With magic force the wond'ring ſenſes hold ; 

Her ſtep is Heay'n Stop ſhort enquiring Love l 
For beauteous D— —, darts along the grove ! 


(No. XII.) 


LADY BULELREY. 


" I'S not a look—nor moſt engaging air, 
Harmonious voice, nor face divinely fair ; 

A coral lip, nor eye which ſparkling bright 
Sublimes the radiance of the ſolar light! 

| No=nor a neck, nor boſom white as ſnow, 
O'er which the locks of Berenice flow; 

Nor lovely limbs, mark'd with celeſtial grace, 


Such as delight, while BuuxLzy's form we trace | 
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That conſtitute, —attraQting as they are, 

The beſt adornments Heav'n can grant the Far. 
More winning far—the bright angelic mind, 
Where dwells each truth, by elegance refin'd ! 
Whence ev'ry emanation ſprings to pleaſe, 

The grace of Manner, and the foul of Eaſe! 
Where Love ſincere, and feeling Py reſt, 

The moſt endearing Virtues of the brealt ! 


vet where this MIX E of Beings ſhall we find? 


To ByLKktity's form, let Butkt.ny's worth be join'd | 


(No. XIII.) 


LADY DUNCAN NON. 


N all the ſprightly eaſe of Nature dreſt, 


How ſhall thy charms, Duncaxnon, be expreſt! 


Thy looks, where ſenſe and ſweetneſs ſeem combin'd : 
Thy air, which leaves deſcription far behind ! 
—Can Painting's tributary hand ſupply 
A colour for that lip,—a radiance for that eye ?— 
| O, while 


THE BEVY OF BEAUTIES. 


O, while her pencil bids thoſe ringlets flow, 


Wich the ſame touch, can ſhe their magic ſhow ? 
Can Mvujic, with collected tones moſt choice, 
Eyince the ſweetneſs of that heav'nly voice ? 

Or, if that voice ſhe match with {ſkilful art, 

Say, with the ſound, will ſhe the charm impart ? 
— Sweet Poetry / before whoſe eagle eye 
Extended, Nature's Realms of treaſure lle 

For brilllant images, each gem explore, 

And borrow from romantie Fancy, more | 

80, by allufiens, happily you tell, 

The nameleſs pow'rs that in Duncannon dyell | 


—Unequal to the taſk, I touch the lyre— 


AA mere alarm—to wake ſuperior fire 


No. XIV, 
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( No. XIV.) 
Lavy BORLASE WARREN, 


Why in ſuch notes, more than uſually gay, 
Hails the airy-thron'd lark the return of the day ? 
Why pours the ſweet thruſh thro” the foreſt her ſong, 
Which each neighb'ring Echo ſeems fond to prolong ? 


Nor thus was the roſe of the vale known to blow, 
Nor roſe-bud appear with fo lovely a glow :— 
Some victory ſure is atchiev'd on the Main, 


Which enſures to Britannia her empire again! 


- 


Forbear |—ſhall ſo ſweet an affect he aſſign'd 
To War, whoſe fell ravage has waſted mankind ?—. 
No omen of pleaſure e'er heralds his way, 


But thron'd in a tempeſt, he blackens the day | 


— That Nature this ſemblance of tranſport ſhould wear, 


And in all her appendages chearful appear, 
I aſcribe to thy preſence, bleſt Oœiect of Love 
And this fond, artlefs record, the world ſhall approve | 
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That figure, that motion, thoſe features, that air, 

So fram'd to enchant, and ſo form'd to enſnare, 
Diſpoſe the fond ſoul to attend with delight, 

To the warbler's ſoft ſong, and the valley-roſe bright ! 


(No. XV.) 
MISS POCOCK. 


H OW pleaſing once was ev'ry ſcene, 
Which now fatigues the wand ring eye 


Not that the verdure looks leſs green, 
Or that the blooms have loſt their die. 


But diſtant far the Bzavry roves, 
Whoſe preſence brighten'd the receſs, 

Diſpell'd the ſadneſs of the groves, 
And gave each bow'r a livelier dreſs, 


— The verdant hill, the blooming plain, 
Tho' hid beneath the wei] of night,— 
That diſpoſition till retain, 


Which Pleas dat eve the happy ſi * 
D 
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The Sun, who uſhers forth the morn, 


Each beauteous ſcene ſhall give anew, 
Again the hill, the plain adorn, 
Again light up the diſtant view.— 


So wou'd the Nymph, whoſe abſent feet 
The village ſwains with ſighs deplore, 
By haſt' ning to this lov'd retreat, 
A charm to ev'ry haunt reſtore | 


(No. XVI.) 
COUNTESS or JERSEY. 
SCENE, „ 
TIME, The Cliſe of the Day. 


HERE lies the Bow'r, conceal'd in twilight groves, 


Which o'er the reſt, the charming IERSET loves? 
To which ſequeſter'd ſpot ſhe oft retires, 
When in the Weſt, the blaze of day expires |—_ 


The 
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That favor'd haunt, pervading Fancy eyes, 
And decks with ſhrubs and blooms of many dies. 


— hut can the face, where ſmiles ſo oft appear, 

The caſt of ſolitude a moment wear? 
Yes,—and thoſe eyes, thoſe ſprightly eyes can weep, 
And to the tale of Mis'ry, progreſs keep.— 

Praiſe to her heart the tears which Sorrow move, 
Are brilliant jewels on the cheek of Love / 


Each neighb'ring Hind, each Cottage-Dweller round, 
Speaks of her worth, in looks that baffle ſound ; 
Bids © ev'ry bright reward attend the breaſt, 
„ Which Heay'n with ſweet benevolence hath bleſt | 
O may the light which meets her waking om 
The faireſt proſpe&s to her view v ſupply 
« And the ſoft Star of Eve a radiance ſpread 


« O'er each romantic walk ſhe deigns to tread !” N 


OS D 2 No. XVII. 
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OT TYNE AVE 


LADY ALTHORPE. 


SCEN E. The Green Park. 
TIM E. Evening. 


IT H what delight I tread this twilight green, 
* Where ALTHORPE, late with Devon's Fatx was ſeen ! 
The Path, the Beauty trod, I trace anew, 
While Rapture outflies Nature at the view ; 
' Reſtores her image arm'd with ev'ry grace, 
And each celeſtial ſweetneſs of hee face j— 
Enchanting lips, arch'd brow, and radiant eyes 
Whence, the bright glance of inſpiration flies Ke 
For ſure thoſe eyes, thoſe lovely eyes emit, 
With beauty's ſparkling ray, the fire of wit! 
Mix'd with ſeverer looks, which ſeem to ſay, 


« Renew for ſhame the long negle&ed lay 


* Sunday the 18th of March; on which day LADY AL THOR E, in company 
with the Ducheſs of DzgyoxnsHIRE, made the tour of Green Park. 


«© When 
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« When April o'er the earth a mantle throws, 
„When wakes the bloom, and buds the early role ; 
From ev'ry wood, by echoes brought along, 

Is heard the Thruſh, and Blackbird's ſprightly ſong.” 
Rouz'd at the call, I touch again the ſtring ; 

—* 'Thou be the Ross, and I the BIRD of Spring / 


(No. XVIII.) 
LADY STORMONT. 
HILE Bravry holds a charter o'er the breaſt, 


eye which views, muſt STorMoONT's form adore | 


% 


Yet how ſhall Nature's feeling be expreſs'd, 


Since, ſpeak howe'er we may, the heart means more | 


For her, who wou'd not Summer's ſcorching heat, — 
Its parching wind—with chearful temper bear ? 

Nor, tho' the Wintry tempeſt o'er him beat, | 
Exclaim againſt the rigor of the year 


* Thyſelf the Ross, and he the Bird of Sr! 


Jones's TuxkIisR Ops. 
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For her, who wou'd not brave the reſtleſs Deep, 

Tho" billows roar'd, and winds ſung o'er the maſt ; 
And while the tempeſt rag'd with angry ſweep, 

The vows of Love, yet utter midſt the blaſt ! 


On India's plain— or on that hoſtile coaſt, 

Which ſpreads along the broad Alantic main 
Strip coward France of ey'ry pompous boaſt, 

And bow to Earth, the haughty tow'rs of Spain “ 


And, when return'd to Britain's ſea-beat ſtrand, 


Rich with the ſpoils of many hardy fight, 
Preſent the jewel'd trophy to her hand ; 
And own its luſtre, as it pleas'd her ſight ! 


—S$hou'd Fate's decree, reverſe the BzauTy's doom, 
Pleas'd ſtill, the lover by her fide ſhou'd roam !— 
Her ſmile wou'd clear Misfortune's darken'd gloom, 


And ſpread a brightneſs o'er her dreary home 


0 | No. XLX. 
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(No. XIX.) 


LADY TOWN SEN D. 


JJ 
8 CEN E, the Viciniy of Raynuam HALL. TIME, approach 
of the Morning. | 
E R yonder eaſtern hill, where Morning breaks, 
Behold what golden tints ! what radiant ſtreaks | 
In Light's broad Exx each filver ſtar expires, 
And to the Weſt the gloomy Night retires ! 


What tranquil grandeur dignifies yon ſeat ! 

Fair TowNsEND's reſidence, —her ſtill retreat 
—Ye minſtrels ſoftly to the ſpot repair, 

And breathe, while yet ſhe ſleeps, a pleaſing air! 


Which charm, may ſtrike the ſlumb'ring BzavTy's ear, 
And bid to Fancy's eye ſuch ſcenes appear ; 
As Nature,—ſhall outſtrip thy choiceſt views, 


Thy beſt arrangements, and thy lovlieſt hues— | 
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Whilſt mid the tranſient Paradiſe ſhe roves, 


Thro' blooming vales, and ever-fadeleſs groves, 


Let ev'ry flowing ſtream, and paſling wind, 
The /ou/ of Melody {till leave behind | 


When far the viſionary Landſca pe flies, 
And on the ſenſe each gay idea dies, 
Strike loud the harp land to her ear be borne, 


As ſweet a ſtrain as ever waken'd morn ; 


Till moving on the ſight with nameleſs grace, 
And more than human ſweetneſs in her face ; 
Her eye emits a ſoft bewitching ray, 


And gives increaſing brightneſs to the day | 


( No. XX.) 


Mins CHIL Di bn cles Linn 
GC HALL I, while rambling o'er enchanted ground, 


Where odours breathe, and bloſſoms ſinile around, 


Behold a lovely Re/e ſtand forth to view, 
'Unbath'd its boſom with poetic dew 3 


Nor 
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Nor from the urn committed to my care, 

A portion to the bluſhing Bzavry ſpare |— 

A Ro/e, at ſight of which the heart is bleſt, 

A Roſe, which Lovx might treaſure in his b-eaſt, : 
Wear at his heart, ev'n to the lateſt hour, 

As Nature's pride, as Paſſion's lovlieſt Flow'r “ 
——To drop the idle ornament of ſong, 
Howe'er the ſymbol to the Farr belong, 
Howe'er the Ro/e's colour and perfume, 

Suits with her radiant lips and lovely bloom ; 
For her ſhall flow, warmed with the pureſt fires, 
The ſymphony, which BEAurv's ſmile inſpires ; 
Each ardent wiſh for happineſs ſhall riſe, 

For chearful proſpe&s, and unclouded ſkies | 


(No. XXI.) 


LADY CAD O GAN. 
An Addveſi to her HA for Mute. 


WEET Ixsrxvumant, whoſe ſounds are ſuch, 
At thy fair Min/rel's tuneful touch j 


EK A 
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As if, the very foul of Love, 
In Muſic to affect her ftrove ! 


As if, was proclaim'd in each ſpirited ar, 
The pan of rapture ! the chorus of joy | 
To charm with wild tranſport the delicate Fair, 
And waken the beam of delight in her eye! 


As if, in that ſubduing ſwell, 
The anguiſh of the boſom ſpoke, 
And from ſome ſhrill-repeating cell, 
Upon the ear in murmurs broke ; 
As if, each note that dies along the gale, 


Was the ſoft accent of a Lover's wail. 


Enchanting Harp / to every hand be mute, 

But her's, whoſe touch, thy tones ſo aptly ſuit ! 
For O within thy frame no Muſic lives, 

Uſeleſs her aid, thy lovely Miſtreſs gives ; 

And be reſponſive only when ſhe ſings, 

And calls an echo from thy trembling ſtrings ! 


No. XXII. 
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(No. XXII.) 


MISS KEPPEL 
Written on ſeeing a P1C TURE of that Lady. 


HE Pilgrim wand'ring o'er the dreary Waſte, 
To ſome regarded ſhrine—tho' pale and faint, 
Will feel his blood yet glow—his fibres brac'd, 
By gazing on a Religue of his Saint! 


So,—as to BRAU rv's Fane, my courſe I take, 
With fervor more than Pilgrim ever knew, 

I feel each principle, each duty wake, 

At ev'ry trace to Life, to Nature true 


With fondeſt ardor, with fupremeſt joy, 
I view the counterfeit of KETTEL's face, 
Where ſweet expreſſion meets the raviſh'd eye, 


And imitation, nicely pictures grace 


E 2 — Thou 
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— Thou, artiſt, who the faultleſs portrait wrought, 
And o' er it threw each charm the Beauty wears; 
To ev'ry feature gave the ſtamp of. thought, 
And A forth the ſmile which Love reveres: 


How cou'd'ſt thou copy with ſuch truth, the cheek, 
Where Nature's pencil left for Art no room, 

Thoſe eyes, whoſe beams with ſweet perſuaſion ſpeak, 
Thoſe lips, which ſhame the Spring's moſt lovely bloom | 


( No. XXIII. ) 


beater Horn a) 
COUNTESS or SUTHERLAND. 


Written on the Appearance of that LA b v, while the Author was at Study. 


WEET was the vale, the vocal“ Pzzs1an choſe, 
A tation for his Tent “ when to repoſe, 
He tun'd his lute, and ſought in ſhades; to find 
Fit inſpiration for a Poet's mind. 


* SAp1, author of the BRD or Rot:,“ written in his retirement; previous to 


which he compoſed ſeveral Poems on War. 
The 
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The ſcene was cloth'd with, brooks and verdant bow'rs, 


Perpetual green, and beds of fadeleſs flow'rs ;j— 
Rocks yein'd with gold, and rich with many a ſhell, 
O'er which bright-ſparkling ſtreams in murmurs fell. 
Thro' ev'ry ſhade, each breathing gale that blew, 
Collected ſweets, and ſcatter d ſcented dew. 
Yet ſtill, a nameleſs ſomething unpoſleſt, 
Deſtroy'd the verſe, and made the ſcene unbleſt !|— 
Sudden—to animate his voice and ſong, 
A fair Circaſſian tripp'd the vale along ! 
Youthful as morn, and mild as op'ning light, 
Appear'd the BzaurTy to the Poet's fight | 
He ſtruck the lute ;—the hills, the fountains ſpoke ! 
A thouſand echoes to his muſic broke 

Ev'n ſo, while richeſt views before me lay, 
My ſonnet glow'd with no poetic ray ; 
Till, thro' the bow'ry haunt, was ſeen to rove 


Fair SUTHERLAND !—the very Muſe of Love / 


No. XXIV. 


38 THE BEVY OF BEAUTIES. 


( No. XXIV, ) 


HONORABLE MARS. HARCOURT. 


Wruten upon ſeeing her at a Review. 


H O W diff rent from the preſent age, 
The manners of long-waſted times 


How wild appears the Runic Page | 
How ſtrange the Legend told in Rhimes ! 


This LanD, in days of ancient worth, 
Sent forth no Knight for battle dread, 
To gain a paltry ſpot of earth |— 
For richer Spoils the Briton: bled : 


At Beavry's call in arms he ſhone, 
Love ſtrode an Herald by his fide : 
He fought, to win the Farr alone ; 


A Lady's hand his nobleſt pride! 


Tho' 
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Tho! in the conflict, almoſt ſpent, 
A ſmile, his ſtrength wou'd ſtill renew, 
As flow'rs by midnight vapours bent, 


At morn revive with freſhen'd hue. 


— Beyond the deeds of Regal War, 
The feats of Cbivalry I prize; 
And ey'n thoſe marſhall'd Troops from far, 
On lovely Harxcovkr turn their eyes: 
For her they feel the thirſt of ancient Figbt. 
—Lovely ſhe looks as Conqueſt, to the ſight | 
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